RUPERT    BROOKE

But the best I've known,
Stays here, and changes, breaks, grows old, is

blown
About the winds of the world, and fades from

brains
Of living men, and dies.

Nothing remains.

0 dear my loves, 0 faithless, once again
This one last gift I give : that after men
Shall know, and later lovers, far removed,
Praise you, " All these were lovely " ; say, " He
loved."

CLOUDS
DOWN the blue night the unending columns press
In noiseless tumult, break and wave and flow,
Now tread the far South, or lift rounds of snow
Up to the white moon's hidden loveliness.
Some pause in their grave wandering comradeless,
And turn with profound gesture vague and
slow,
As who would pray good for the world, but
know
Their benediction empty as they bless.
They say that the Dead die not, but remain
Near to the rich heirs of their grief and mirth.
I think they ride the calm mid-heaven, as
these,
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